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mother, and his faithful brothers went out into exile,
now as poor as the humblest hermits of the forest.
But as he turned to go Yudhishthir spoke for the
last time to the men assembled in that, angry
council. He had no word of blame or anger even
for Duryodhan, for whom with his brothers, his
father, and his friends he wished all the good that
life could bring. For a while no one spoke a word
in reply, for the hearts of all were filled with shame
and pity. Then one of the old men rose to his feet
and in words of noble blessing bade farewell to the
exiles.

" Go in peace/' he said, " and envy not the
fortune of those who win by evil means. Virtue
attends you, Valour is your companion, Faithful
Love unites you. You shall one day win a glorious
empire, greater far than that which you have lost.
Your exile is a trial to be bravely borne, but it will
prove full of healing and refreshment. May the god
of battles strengthen your right hands ; may you
learn the higher valour which aims at conquest of the
mind. Tend the sick, feed the hungry, comfort the
sorrowing, learn the lessons of exile, and return
at last in happiness and true contentment/'

And even as he spoke the five tall sons of Pandu
raised their heads in proud humility, strengthened
and sustained by these noble words. Then they
made a deep obeisance to the company and left the
palace in silence.